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MAY. 


“ When happy shepherds tell their tale. 

Under the tender leafy tree ; 

And all adorn the gTassy vale, 

The mocking cuckoo chanteth free ; 

And Philomel with liquid throat 
Doth pour the welcome warbling note, 

That hath been all the winter dumb, 

We then may say that May is come, 

“ When fishes leap in silver stream. 

And tender com is springing high, 

And banks are warm with sunny beam, 

And twittering swallows cleave the sky. 

And forest bees are humming near. 

And Cowslips in boys hats appear, 

And maids do wear the meadow’s bloom. 

We then may say that May is come.” 

Many other poets have hailed it as the month 
of sunshine and flowers, and Clare again in his 
“Village Minstrel” truly describes the scenes, 
sports and feelings of rural life. The description 
of scenery, as well as the expression of natural 
emotion and generous sentiment in that poem, 
stamps him as a poet of no ordinary cast ; — 

“ And dear to him the rural sports of May, 

When each cot threshold mounts the trailing bough, 
And ruddy milkmaids weave their garlands gay 
Upon the green to crown the earliest cow.” 

In speaking of this smiling month he writes 

“ O who can tell the sweets of May day’s morn, 

To waken rapture in a feeling mind j 


j. h. clark The Songs of the Seasons and Wild Flowers 











When the gilt east unveils her dapple dawn, 

And the gay woodlark has his nest resigned, 

As slow the sun creeps up the hill behind ; 

Mom redd’ning round, and daylight’s spotless hue, 

As seemingly with rose and lily lined, 

While all the prospect round beams fair to view. 

Like a sweet opening flower, with its unsullied dew.” 

Every vegetable is now springing from its cold 
bed, where it has lain dormant during the bleak 
months of winter, and has now burst the earth to 
rear its head to welcome 

“ May, the month of rosy beauty, 

Month, when pleasure is a duty ; 

Month, of maids that milk the kine. 

Bosom rich and breath divine : 

Month of bees and month of flowers. 

Month of blossom laden bowers ; 

Month of little hands and daisies. 

Lover’s love and poets’ praises ; 

Oh ! thou merry month complete, 

May, thy very name is sweet; 

May was maid in olden times, 

And is still in Scottish rhymes ; 

May’s the blooming hawthorn bough, 

May’s the month that’s laughing now.” 

One allusion more, before closing our remarks on 
this sweet month, which we select from that lofty 
and majestic writer, Milton. — 

“ Now the bright morning star, day’s harbinger, 

Comes dancing from the east, and leads with her 
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws 
The yellow Cowslip and the pale Primrose. 
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